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Holy Week 

O STATELY lilies, bend you low, 
Upon His altar-throne, 

For Thursday’s Gift remains with us, 
And God becomes our own. 

O sombre shades of Friday, 

The Shadows of that Tree, 

On which Redemption’s price was paid, 
From sin’s stain set us free. 

O dawning light of morning, 

On Holy Saturday, 

You claim the coming conquest, 

Of Christ, Our Light and Way. 

O burst of joy and gladness, 

That hails the Easter morn, 

You show us Christ arisen, 

And a new life is born. 



The Candleholder 

“I will be a candle-holder and catch 
the drippings.” — Adapted. 

“I think lie is perfectly wonderful I” 

“I’m simply crazy about him, that's 
all." 

”1 never listened to anyone as mar- 
velous as be is in my life.” 

“Do you think we'll ever see him 
again ?” 

“I never knew anyone with such an 
engaging personality.” 

“I was just wild about him.” 

“Who?” 

“Why, Father Lord, of course.” 



From the mousehole on the second floor 
corridor; little Johnnie Mouse speaking. 

“Now just what do you suppose all 
those girls are doing? It’s very dark 
and all the lights are out so maybe I can 
look and find out without getting caught. 

* * * This must he the kitchen. I can 
smell such lovely cheese and cake. But 
it's a very little room and I don't see 
any stove. And besides, there isn’t any- 
body here. * * * O, this must be the 
kitchen ! The door is shut hut I can get 
such wonderful whiffs of toasted bread, 
and yes, I do believe its chile. 0 joy, 
I can get in! * * * If only the girls 
could sec me, wouldn’t they be scared? 
Two of them have little lights in their 
hands. I wonder what they are. It looks 
as tho' they were cooking something 
on a little round red plate. Now how 
can anybody cook on a little red plate? 

* * * Oh, I knew I’d do it. Why didn’t 
she get her foot out of my way. I'm 
coming hack though, when they're in 
bed. * * * I wonder why everything’s 
so still ? Awk ! Eeck ! Squeek-eek-awk ! 
For goodness sake! I wonder what that 
was? And how those girls ran. The'- 
must have seen a ghost. Ho hum. I 



guess I may as well go to bed. I sec 
No. S is dark so my little friend, Danny 
Mouse, must be out, too. I mustn’t for- 
get that cheese and cake, though, after 
awhile.” 



Poor old John Marshall! Such an 
over-worked statesman ! The dear old 
gentleman would turn over in his grave 
if he could hear how delightfully bis 
praises are sung at St. Teresa’s. For 
we have entered the Constitutional Con- 
test. And how beautifully we contest. 
Aren't you glad, girls, that John Mar- 
shall was a Chief Justice? 

Helene Berger, 2b. 

Sonnet On the Departure of 
a Friend 

When 1 think that at last we must say 
goodbye, 

It seems that the world grows dark. 
And that the wind just seems to sigh, 
As if by sighing it could bring us nigh 
To each other, as we have been, again. 
In hopes that we will never part. 

But it seems that the wind will sigh in 
vain 

And in no way lessen this hour of pain. 
Perhaps some day you and I shall meet, 
Tossed like leaves by the winds of chance. 
We may pass each other on a crowded 
street. 

Not knowing the things so dear and 
sweet 

That we have missed, as by each other 
we pass 

With never a backward glance. 

l.nrene Sodcn, '26. 



Sunshine and You 

The sun gets up in the morning 
From a cradle of rosy hue. 

Climbing far up in the heavens 
Along a path of blue. 

It climbs far up in the heavens 
And all the long day through 
It brings sunshine into the world 
And drives away the dew. 

When you get up in the morning 
You can follow a course as true. 
Bringing sunshine into the world 
Just because of you. 

The sun goes to bed in the evening, 
While the moon is queen of the night, 
But the world is still flooded with sun- 
shine 

Because the day has been bright. 

When you go to bed in the evening, 

If you have helped spread cheer 
The world is very much brighter 
Just because you're here. 

Dorothy Rand oil’ll, '2S. 



On Modern Art 

Did I hear you say that you were 
looking for some examples of modern 
art? Why not take the Sunday news- 
paper, or any newspaper for that matter. 
Their pages are literally covered with 
splendid examples of this subject. 

Here on the first page is just what 
we are looking for. A modern miss stares 
up at us through the strands of hair 
which cover her one visible eye. Oh yes, 
the girl has another eye, but a hat is 
covering it at present. And here is our 
modern young man as the artist sees him 1 
Baggy pants, three times as wide as his 
waist, dots for eyes and mouth — no nose. 
Poor hoy 1 Still he is not to be pitied. 
He is a true example of the skill of the 
modern artist. Hysterical is the name 
given to it by some people, but to me 
“clever” would be more appropriate. 

What is this? Oh yes, a caricature. 
There is something familiar about that 
absurdly exaggerated profile. Haven't 
we seen it before in a more favorable 
form? Why, to be sure, it is the Prince 
of Wales. Yes, dear, who would have 
thought it? A caricaturist must he a 
delightful person to know, Think of 
the sense of humor he must have. On 
the other hand I often wonder that a 
great many caricaturists do not die early, 
the prey of their victim’s revenge. 

There are numerous classes of free- 
hand sketches. In fact we could never 
exhaust our subject, hut time and space 
insist we close our discussion. However, 
let me say this: although there are many 
who doubt the value of free-hand sketch- 
ing, is there anyone who will rob it of 
its most renowned attribute — popularity ? 

Mary Margaret Savage, '27. 

A Word On the Novel 

In order to be well educated one must 
be well read. However, one should and 
has to discriminate. At present, endless 
numbers of hooks are on sale that are 
detrimental to the well being of our 
American young. The hooks in question 
are posted under non-fiction as well as 
fiction. Rev. Daniel A. Lord, S. J„ in 
his lecture on March 19, showed us that 
we are certainly a novel reading genera- 
tion. He traced the novel from its 
earliest stages, treating the subject in 
general and particular. Few speakers be- 
fore have hel))ed us to realize so unmis- 
takably the definite value of the novel. 

If we follow his advice as regards the 
selection of our reading matter, we shall 
certainly have a library of elevated 
thoughts and a choice group of compan- 
ionable friends. 

Catherine Lee Dever, '27. 



I 



(SUam 



Published quarterly by the students of the 
St. Teresa Junior College and Academy, 
Windmoor, 57th and Main Sts., Kansas City, 
Missouri. 



STAFF 

Editor-in-Chief 

CATHERINE MUEHLSCHUSTER 



Assistant Editor 
LENADORE HASS 



Art Editor 
HELENE BERGER 



Business Manager 
CATHERINE LEE DEVER 



Assistant Business Manager 
FRANCES HARRINGTON 



REPORTERS 

Mary Margaret Killiger Mary M. Connole 
Mary Catherine McCusker Louise F. Stroub 

Lorene Soden Bertie Forbstein 

Lucia Berger Mary Purcell 

Billie Bellport Virginia Kable 

Mary Ryan 



Subscriptions $1.00 per year. 






ASSOCliS^^ 



Editorial 



can call on for school dramatizations, a 
localizing of talent as it were. We should 
he able to give a play every month, not 
a three-act play necessarily, but perhaps 
three one-act plays. That would not 
make it hard for any individual, and 
think what a wealth of plays, and mod- 
ern ones too, would be practically at the 
“end of the tongue” of every girl. 

It has been said that a play is a cross- 
section from life. Never was this more 
true than in the present instance, for in 
the play as in life, co-operation, that 
willingness, that ability, for it is a real 
art sometimes, of seeing the other per- 
son's point of view and conceding to it, 
is absolutely necessary. If this happens 
to he a latent quality in us, after a very 
few plays it becomes part of our per- 
sonality. And if we learn nothing more 
than this, the time will not have been 
wasted. 

Then we are broader for every play 
we have read. In plays we are placed in 
various situations. We see how a certain 
character reacts in certain circumstances. 
It is seeing life as graphically as pos- 
sible without actually living it. 

Lastly let us bring it down to what 
appeals to us most, the fun. There is a 
real fun in giving a play, an enjoy- 
ment which is twice as keen as that of 
the audience. Let’s go then. We do not 
necessarily have to start with a bang, 
hut let’s take our Dramatic Club ser- 
iously. Let us make it something worth 
while : something for which the students 
of 1926 will always be remembered. 



In school as in every other place or- 
ganizations come and go. They usually 
all start with a bang and end with some- 
times not even one voice raised to mark 
their passing. Our newest is the Dra- 
matic Club or rather the nucleus for a 
much bigger and better Dramatic Club 
than we can hope to have this year. In 
the Dramatic Column of this issue a de- 
tailed account is given of the formation 
of this club, the members of which are 
known as the Saretc Players. 

On the surface the organizing of this 
club may not appear to lie an event of 
any moment. But let us look deeper. 
What is the purpose of a Dramatic club? 
It may have many; to give the partici- 
pants a practical knowledge of the drama 
and its technique ; to encourage good 
clean drama and to furnish such for some 
other organization, in our case the school ; 
to develop that spirit of co-operation and 
ability for working together so necessary 
in producing a play. Any one of those 
reasons are sufficient cause for joining 
a Dramatic club, and ours has all three, 
so that we should be three times as 
active. 

There is no gainsaying the fact that 
the best way to learn a thing is to do 
it, and that is what every player does, 
learns dramatics from a practical stand- 
point. One has only to study a very few 
of the best plays to acquire a taste for 
them. The wheat will just naturally 
separate itself from the chaff and you 
won’t enjoy anything else. We hear so 
much concerning the uplift of the drama. 
Here is our chance to reach out and touch 
those with whom we come in contact, to 
help in our own way by giving our as- 
sociates clean entertainment in the form 
of plays. In a school of our size we 
should have an organization which we 



Fructus Inter Folia 



is their chief religious belief, and is prev- 
alent throughout the entire country. 
Their idea of "life after death” is put 
forth very explicitly. 

In the editorial section of this same 
magazine there appears a number of edu- 
cative facts which make us familiar with 
the prevailing discussion of religion. 

"Religion and Civilization,” found in 
the March number of the "Atlantic 
Monthly,” puts forth the argument that 
lietter religion makes for a better civiliza- 
tion. It is a common thing nowadays to 
find it maintained that what we must 
have in America is more religion. No 
end of bright and clever people say that, 
though it is not always clear what is 
meant. A careful study of the instances 
leads one to believe that by religion they 
generally mean a spirit of respectable 
geniality and law-abiding humanitarian- 
ism. One draws the conclusion that there 
must be no dogma and not much ritual. 
It is, they think, something that is felt 
rather than practiced. After all this is 
not to be wondered at. for it is the at- 
titude taken by many of our people. Let 
us by all means have more religion, but 
let it be real religion, a thing of beauty 
and of deep humility. Let us not seek 
it only for the sake of preserving civiliza- 
tion. but because we have lost our way 
and we are in need of God who is our 



Mary Catherine McCusker, '17 . 



Our Retreat 



1 suppose, now. since our recent retreat 
that there will be shown a reawakened 
interest in the kooks written by Reverend 
Daniel A. Lord, our retreat-master. It 
will he remembered that "Rainbow Gold” 
is one of the six one-act plays written 
by Father Lord. This is a very interest- 
ing little playlet from which one may 
learn a helpful and beautiful lesson, and 
the other five plays are every bit as de- 
lightful as "Rainbow Gold.” "Our Nuns,” 
bv this same author, is a book which 
clearly depicts the life of a Catholic nun 
in its every phase. These are onlv two 
of the many interesting books Father 
Lord has written, and 1 advise the read- 
ing of his other books for they arc sure- 
ly well worth while. 

The April number of “The Mentor" is 
so thoroughly good that it is almost im- 
possible to choose any special article for 
discussion. A few of the many topics 
worth mentioning are “The Mexico of 
Today,” "Riviera Socialistic," “Painter 
of Mexico," and “Say It With Beads” 

I wonder if you know who the "Red 
Grange" of the opera is? If not, you 
will find a good answer to the question 
in the March 6 number of the “Literary 
Digest." Another topic, “Mexico Out- 
lawing the Church." merits a great deal 
of prominence. The sketch is quite fair 
in presenting its facts, but the truth of 
the matter is, this is simply another of 
the many trials and persecutions to which 
the Catholic Church is subjected. 

“The Three Faiths of China,” found in 
the March number of "The Catholic 
World” is verv instructive. This gives 
us an insight into the religious views of 
the Chinese people. Ancestral worship 



After three glorious days spent in 
golden prayer, beautiful silence, and gen- 
tle obedience, we have now taken up the 
pleasant burden of diligent study. But 
the memory of the most devout Retreat 
we have every made will linger long. 

Our Retreat Master, Rev. Daniel A. 
Lord, S. J„ was fervent in the desire to 
give his most worthy counsel and advice 
that we might become laborers for heaven 
— not earth. He reminded us that we 
had entered Retreat with a serious in- 
tent, knowing it was to he a treasury to 
aid us during the succeeding year, that 
time which stretches before us, so barren 
of reality as vet, but so fruitful with 
the great knowledge that whatever awaits 
us on the road beyond, be it a great sor- 
row or tt great joy, we shall be capable 
of enduring to the extent of our love 
for Christ. 

Let the truth of the earnest advice 
given by Father Lord remain to help 
and guide us. We are now zealous in 
our resolutions, but let us print them for- 
ever upon our mind and heart that wher- 
ever our lives are lived, they will shine 
because of their likeness to Our Queen 
and Mother. 

Louise Frances Stroub. '17. 



Father — “Dorothy Donnell, can you 
tell me what a mystery is?" 

Dorothy — "A mystery is something we 
can’t understand." 

Father — "Well, now if I started talk- 
ing German would that be a mystery?" 

Dorothy — "Yes. it would be to me." 

Father — "No, that would be a miracle." 



Sunday School teacher to the small 
boy — "How did God make Eve?” 

Small Bov — "He took a rib out of 
Adam and blew it up.” 
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Aboard Ship 

“Mr. Giovanni is wanted on the 
’phone,” announced the butler on his en- 
trance to the library. Mr. Giovanni made 
no answer but sat motionless with his 
back to the door, and to his twenty-twe- 
year-old daughter. 

"Father,” she called reprovingly. Still 
no answer. 

"He is asleep. Is it important?" 

"It is the Los Angeles Times, Miss, 
and they say it’s urgent.” 

"Then I’ll have to wake him, I guess.” 

Darlyn walked over to her father’s 
chair and gently shook him. His head 
fell sideways, his face was ghastly, and 
the hand that tightly clutched the news- 
paper was — cold. She screamed ! But 
she did not need the butler's dismayed 
exclamation to know that she was an 
orphan. Unconsciously she picked up the 
paper. Bold headlines stared at her, pro- 
claiming her father a thief ! It stated 
that the National Bank of Italy of which 
her father was president, and of which 
her grandfather and his grandfather be- 
fore him had been president, had failed 
before the crushing power of the Nation- 
al City Bank in New York. And her 
father was accused of robbing his clients 
of their bonds and securities’ to avoid 
failure. 

Darlyn was a courageous young person 
and in a few days was unhesitatingly sell- 
ing her home, her jewels, everything she 
had, to help clear her father’s name. In 
spite of all she could do, there was still 
the taint of an apparent thief on his 
name, that could only be erased by the 
head of the New York Bank, and some- 
how the man would not do it. 

A month later found Darlyn aboard 
the “Compagnie” sailing for Italy, where 
she was to live with her aunt. The boat 
was two days out of New York and 
Darlyn had made many friends among 
the younger people, and in her effort to 
forget, she entered almost wildly into the 
activities on board. 

She occupied a small table on one side 
of the dining room, and at luncheon she 
was startled to find a place card at the 
place opposite her bearing the name 
“Donald Deer, Jr.” The son of the man 
who broke her father, who killed him ! 
Almost immediately the young man came 
in and sat down. Trying to be agreeable, 
he asked smilingly, 

"Lovely day, isn’t it?” 

“It was,” she replied, looking out into 
the room. She could not make her tongue 
behave, although she decided grudgingly 
that he did look nice. Donald looked 
surprised, but made another attempt. 

“I hope you won’t mind my sitting 
here.” 

"No, it can’t be helped, since all the 
other tables arc filled.” 

Don subsided then, and Darlyn left 
the room in silence. For several davs 
Donald tried to gain her favor, but in 
vain. One afternoon when she was sit- 
ting in her steamer chair, she dropped 
her book. Don. who was next to her, 
nearly fell out of his chair, in his effort 
to get it. But Darlyn got it first and 
said : 

“Please don’t bother.” 

Donald felt like jumping overboard 
but said instead : 

“Look here, you don’t seem to like me, 
what’s the trouble?” 



"Is there any reason that I should like 
you ?” 

"Yes, because I like you.” 

Darlyn was so surprised that she found 
herself explaining. At the end Don said 
seriously : 

“You’re blaming me for something I 
had nothing to do with. I never dreamed 
you were Peter Giovanni's daughter, but 
I've always thought Dad went a little 
too far in that deal. You sec, it was 
purely in spite. They had always been 
business enemies, each trying to break 
the other, and Dad finally succeeded. 
However, he knows your father was no 
thief, and if 1 make him admit it — ?" 

"You'll be a dear.” 

"Dari in'.” 

Louise Walsli, '26. 



A Discussion of India 

The Senior College girls led by Miss 
Smith presented at the last monthly mis- 
sion meeting a most interesting and in- 
structive discussion in round table form 
of India. The speakers as well as their 
audience showed a lively interest in the 
subject, and we were, no doubt, inspired 
to a higher zeal in our efforts to aid 
our less fortunate fellow beings. 

Miss Smith opened the discussion by 
explaining its purpose. She was fol- 
lowed by Miss Lolita Hargus who ad- 
mirably introduced us to India — its loca- 
tion, its geography, and its people. Miss 
Lucylle Smith then explained to us the 
agricultural and economic conditions of 
the country and roused in us a deep 
sympathy for these people so enslaved to 
the soil through ignorance of modern 
methods. Miss Catherine Meuhlschuster 
pointed out the political advantages and 
disadvantages existing in India today, 
laying stress on the vast amount of good 
together with the inevitable evil India 
has derived from the control of Great 
Britain. Miss Mary Margaret Killiger 
acquainted us with the various religions 
of India, pointing out the fact that re- 
ligion means much to the Indian whose 
home-land should, therefore, he a fertile 
field for the missionary. Miss Flora 
O'Toole struck a more intimate note by 
reading several letters written by priests 
and nuns laboring among these people. 
Miss Smith closed the lecture with a few 
well chosen words reminding us of the 
aid which the missionaries who do the 
actual labor must, of necessity, receive 
from those who remain at home. 

The mission unit sincerely appreciates 
the efforts put forth by Miss Smith and 
the college girls in preparing this dis- 
cussion and herewith extend to them a 
vote of praise and thanks. 



Heard in French class: 

Sister: “Is this sentence negative?” 
Pupil : “No. Sister." 

Sister: “Well, what is it?” 

Pupil: "It's infirmative." 
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The Power of Words 

Little do we know what a few words 
cast out lightly upon the air may do. In- 
deed they are such trivial things to most 
of us, but are they such in reality? The 
power to use words is one of God’s great- 
est gifts to man, but it must be culti- 
vated. It is likened unto a garden which 
if left untended will grow rank weeds of 
poison, or if properly cared for, will 
send forth beautiful flowers of love and 
kindness. We, my reader, are the gard- 
eners. Are we aware that words reflect 
our moods and inner emotions, that they 
betray what is hard and unkind or sweet 
and pleasing? Do we realize that every 
word we utter in some way affects our 
lives, whether we will it or not? Multi- 
tudes have been swayed, lives sacrificed, 
wars fought, and the whole world moved, 
all as a result of a few words, which no 
doubt caused little effort and probably 
no thought on the part of the speaker. 
Would it not be wise to weigh our 
thoughts well before uttering them? Let 
us not have read this in vain, for we 
can make everyone happier by letting 
our words be as pearls, full of quiet 
beauty. 

I.enadorc Hass, 26. 
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In and Out 

No doubt the most stupendous project 
of several years is that undertaken by 
the students of the Voice Department. 
On the third Sunday of May they will 
present "Jephtha and His Daughter,” an 
operetta based on the biblical story. They 
are particularly grateful to the students 
from Rockhurst, who are singing the 
male parts. Strenuous practicing lias 
been going on for the past month under 
the capable direction of the voice di- 
rector, and all feel sure of its eventual 
success. 

* * * 

Another one of our girls has reached 
those heights which can only be attained 
through long years of practice develop- 
ing talent, and capable instruction of ef- 
ficient directors. Miss Kathleen Soden 
assisted by Miss Lorcne Soden, harpist, 
Miss Martha Soden. violinist, and Miss 
Dorothy Hackctt, pianist, will be pre- 
sented in a piano recital April 18. Need- 
less to say we arc very proud of our tal- 
ented girl and wish her every success. 

* * * 

At last we have attained our hearts de- 
sire. For many years we have heard 
the various instruments, piano, violin, 
cello, harp, et cetera, playing simultane- 
ously. Now at last we have them blended 
in our really fine school orchestra under 
the direction of Miss Gladys Grouse. 
Our expectations are running high for 
our orchestra and if their enthusiastic 
practice is any indication of their skill 
these are sure to be realized. 

* * * 

Speaking of orchestras, ours has been 
gaining inspiration from hearing the Kan- 
sas City Symphony at Ivanhoc Temple. 
Our musicians say it really does fire 
them with ambition to practice from 

"morn till dewy eve." As yet there are 
no serious results. 

* * * 

On March 22 St. Teresa was quite ably 

represented on the program given by 
the Kansas City Federation of Junior 
Music Clubs. The two students. Miss 
Gladys Grouse, pianist, and Miss Cath- 
erine Muehlschuster, voice, received very 
favorable comments. 

* * * 

We peeped in on the "Ravelings” class 
one day and oh what ravelings ! We are 
afraid Carmody, Inc., will have more or- 
ders than they can possibly fill. We 
did not realize the forethought, the artis- 
tic arrangement of color scheme, the 
adaption of mode to the individual, could 
be so carefully and effectively carried 
out. No wonder the "Ravel ites” await 
spring so serenely. 

* * * 

The Crusaders feel sure that Easter 

has been a bit happier for at least some 
of the Missioners and their charges. For 
did not the College Seniors give them a 
nice fat check, the proceeds of their 
plays. 

* * * 

Ghosts of Rcmbrant, Raphael and 

Corot haunt the visitor as he looks in 
awe at the reproductions of the famous 
painting of these masters. In the China 
studio, one is no less surprised at the 
marvelous array of dishes in lustre and 
gold. 

Miss Lcola Dessert, a special student 
in art, has some remarkable work to 



show in both studios. We may also note 
here that Miss Marie McNamara is com- 
pleting a sixty-eight piece dinner set, 
which is designed in gold and colors. 

* * * 

The children of the grades of St. 
Teresa were received into the society of 
the Holy Childhood February 2. 



The New Student 

"Isn't she queer looking?” 

"I suppose she will be very smart in 
her lessons, but her clothes!” 

Such were some of the remarks that 
went on in Helen James’ room. The ob- 
ject of their gossip was a girl of seven- 
teen who had just arrived at the fashion- 
able school, Briarcliff. Their conversa- 
tion was interrupted by a knock on the 
door, followed by the entrance of Sister 
Mercedes and the new student. 

"Girls, this is Marjorie Calhoun. 1 
hope you will make her feel at home and 
keep her from becoming homesick." 

As Marjorie was shy she did not make 
many friends, and refrained front enter- 
ing into the social activities of the school. 
To the girls she seemed rather myster- 
ious and the simple fact that she received 
many letters seemed strange to them : 
why should a shy girl have so many 
friends? Could they have seen Marjorie 
in the seclusion of iter room they would 
have been surprised for there she lost her 
shyness and quietness and amused herself 
by whistling, singing, dancing, anything. 

It was the week before the Easter holi- 
days and the seniors were having English 
in a class room which overlooked the 
driveway. 

"Oh, will this class never end.” whis- 
pered Helen when her neighbor whis- 
pered with a nudge : 

"Look at the good-looking roadster 
coming in the driveway." As the road- 
ster stopped and a tall boy stepped out. 
the two girls were brought back to class 
by an insistent question from Sister. 

"I wonder who he is?” exclaimed Helen 
as the class was dismissed. 

"Marjorie, you are wanted in the par- 
lor," Sister announced. 

At recreation the girls gathered in 201 
to discuss the excitement of the day. 

"How on earth could shy Marjorie 
know such a nice looking visitor?" and 
"Who in the world is he?" were the 
questions that remained a mystery. 

The night of the Easter dance at a 
neighboring boys’ school had arrived. The 
dance was well under way when a very 
striking couple entered the hall. 

"Who is that couple?" was the ques- 
tion that passed from mouth to mouth 
of the dancers. 

"Marjorie!” cried one of the girls as 
she recognized her. although Marjorie 
was very different from the shy. awk- 
ward girl thev had known. Who the boy 
was remained a question to be solved in 
Marjorie’s room that night, and for once 
the girls could hardly wait until the dance 
was over. That night instead of gather- 
ing in Helen’s room they crowded into 
Marjorie’s and showered her with eager 
questions. 

"Who was the hoy?” 

"Why he was just my brother," an- 
swered Marjorie. 

“Whv didn’t you tell us you liked to 
dance ?” 



"Well, you see, I boasted to my brother 
that I could carry out the pretense of a 
shy. country girl until Easter. He im- 
mediately bet that 1 wouldn't do it, so 
of course 1 couldn’t let him win my al- 
lowance. In my letters 1 told him how 
I sat in my room all evening alone, and a % 

did not go to any of the parties. So to 
surprise me he drove up yesterday and 
brought this bracelet to me,” she said 
as she displayed a beautiful bracelet. >. 

"Then he took me to the dance tonight, 
and there is the whole story in a nut 
shell.” i 

From then on Marjorie discarded her P 

make-believe and became the most popu- 
lar girl at Briarcliff. 

Mary Elizabeth Stokes. '27 . 



Courteous Treatment Prompt Delivery 
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Scott Grocery Company 
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Loschke & Stelling Meat & 
Sausage Co. 

1901 West 43rd Rosedale 1111 



CRESTWOOD GARAGE 
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5432-34-36-38 Troost Ave. 
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Jacqueline 

(A novelette by the Academy Seniors, 
continued from last issue) 
CHAPTER IV. 

The Discovery 

Ten o'clock found Brad at Second and 
Riverside Street waiting for Jacqueline 
to come, and it also found her assistants 
there, unknown to her. Misinterpreting 
Brad’s presence as detrimental to Jacque- 
line’s cause, her men decided to put him 
where he would not prove troublesome. 

Promptly at ten o’clock Jacqueline ap- 
peared, and as she approached she no- 
ticed the man was upset over something. 

"Toi Fui! What’s the matter,” she 
asked quickly. 

"Judge Barkley's son has the papers. 
ITe was here a few moments ago, so we 
took him to my place," lie answered cun- 
ningly. 

"What do you mean ? Haven't you the 
papers?” 

"I was too late. Barkley has them." 

"You had no right to do that, he hasn’t 
the papers. You’re taking orders from 
me. He must be released at once,” she 
commanded regally. 

"What proof have you that lie hasn't 
them ?” 

"Come and I'll show you," she re- 
turned. 

Toi Fui’s place was the cafe where 
Brad had first seen Jacqueline and Brad 
was imprisoned in the office. He was 
pacing up and down the room, abusing 
iiis Chinese guards when Jacqueline burst 
into the room. 

"Brad, you haven’t the papers, have 
you?” site asked imploringly. 

“I have nothing but an abused feel- 
ing.” 

Turning to Toi Fui, she said triumph- 
antly, "you see." 

“You’ll take his word for it,” asked 
Toi Fui snceringly. 

"You’ll take my word for it,” she said 
imperiously. 

"That’s very kind of you,” said Brad. 

"Is it too much to ask why I was 
brought here,” he questioned sarcastically. 

"I am sorry it happened. It was with- 
out my knowledge,” she replied. 

"That doesn't answer my question.” 

“I can say no more except you are 
free to leave.” 

"Thank you,” he said, and walked to- 
ward the door. 

“Brad,” softly. 

"Why did you come to my help?” he 
asked. 

"I knew you weren't working against 
me and it would be wrong not to have 
come.” 

"Do you still dislike me?” 

“I can’t answer that," hesitatingly. 

"Jacqueline !” 

"Miss Manners, please,” and she turned 
awav to hide her tears. Brad left hur- 
riedly. 

The next day at the Blackstone Hotel 
Gloria met Brad, who looked very much 
distressed. She secretly wondered what 
was the trouble, but hesitated to ask him. 
Finally she said: 

“Why haven’t you been over lately, 
Brad?" 

“I’ve been quite busy for some time. 
What have you been doing?” 

“Oh ! nothing much," she answered 
rather petulantly. 

"I heard that all of your time has been 



taken up with Lieutenant Hoover from 
Indianapolis." 

"Well, and I heard that your time has 

been taken up with Jac .” 

"No, it hasn’t. 1 don't know a thing 
about her,” he replied impatiently. 

"You’d better hurry or you'll never 
know.” 

"What do you mean?” he asked anx- 
iously. 

“Her father is in prison and " 

"Hello Gloria. Am I interrupting?" 
asked Lieutenant Hoover. 

"Oh ! not at all,” she answered sweetly. 
“Dick let me present Mr. Barkley. Mr. 
Barkley, Lieutenant Hoover.” 

Brad mumbled at the introduction. 

A nuisance! This Dick person, break- 
ing in just as Gloria was about to explain 
about Jacqueline. 

"I'm sorry I have to leave now Brad, 
but I’m having tea with Dick. When 
you’re not busy, run over.” 

For several days Brad attempted to di- 
vert his mind from Jacqueline but in 
vain. Finally he decided to leave Chi- 
cago in hopes that he might forget her. 

Just as he was going towards his train 
a small gray figure on the train opposite 
attracted his attention. When the girl 
turned Brad recognized Jacqueline’s wist- 
ful face above a corsage of orchids. In 
a daze he stumbled across the intervening 
tracks only to see Jacqueline borne away 
on the departing train. 

CHAPTER V. 

Brad’s Disappoi ntii ext 
Brad gazed dispairingly at the depart- 
ing train. For a moment he was at a 
loss what to do. With this thought up- 
permost in his mind, he wandered aim- 
lessly around the station until looking 
up he found himself before the ticket 
office window. 

"Oh — I say — er — can you tell we where 
the train was going that left track eigh- 
teen about five minutes ago?" 

"To New York," replied the bored 
young man at the window. 

Realizing the impossibility of finding 
a girl in the millions of New Yorkers, he 
gave up the idea of following her. Gloria 
appeared as the only means of gaining 
any real information. “I’ll go to her at 
once.” 

Turning around, he beheld the very 
object of his thoughts, Gloria, who had 
just said goodbye to her friend, Lieuten- 
ant Hoover, was in the act of leaving 
the station. With two or three strides 
he was beside her. 

"You’re the very one I want." 

Gloria was pleased, as was evident by 
her very bright smile. 

"Tell me, Gloria, where has she gone?” 
The smile faded from her face as she 
asked, “Who?” 

"Why, Jacqueline, of course." 

“Oh, Jacqueline left to visit a girl 
friend in New York." 

"Yes. but where? What address?” he 
asked impatiently. 

“At the Waldorf Astoria.” 

With this information Brad departed 
for the ticket office, leaving the startled 
Gloria staring after him in astonishment. 

After many weary and impatient hours 
on the train, Brad arrived safely in New 
York. He immediately hailed a taxi and 
directed the driver to the Waldorf As- 
toria. 

When he arrived he registered at the 
desk and glanced over the register to see 



if Jacqueline's name was there. It was 
not. Suddenly the realization came to 
him that her name would not be there, 
but the name of the friend she was stay- 
ing with. In surprised dismay he real- 
ized he had forgotten to ask Gloria for 
her friend’s name. Angry with himself 
and the world in general, he followed the 
bellhop to the elevator. On passing the 
fifth floor he recognized the familiar 
figure of Jacqueline just about to enter 
a descending elevator. 

Directing the bellhop to take his bag- 
gage to his room, he got off at the next 
floor and rang impatiently for an elevator 
to follow her. On reaching the lobby lie 
saw her going out of the door and before 
he could reach her she stepped into a 
Rolls Royce roadster with a handsome 
young man at the wheel. 

Brad gazed after her with dispair 
mingled with jealousy. 

(To be concluded in the next issue) 



An Old House 

Houses like people reflect what is in 
them. No doubt that stately doorway 
has smiled welcome many times to ele- 
gant carriages unloading youth, come 
home for the holidays, with guests to 
share their joys. Many pranks have been 
played in the old house until now it seems 
to wear a tolerant smile. Destroy it? 
Sacrilege. Yet it is lieing replaced by a 
hotel with scarcely a regret to mark its 
passing. Perhaps it is just as well. 
Maybe, some day. someone would own 
that house who did not love it ; someone 
who would tear down the carved facade 
to put in a radio. No, the house has 
stood too long for change. Let it perish 
with dignity at least. We loved the house. 
We loved the trees out on its lawn ; 
they too must be destroyed. Like old 
friends the house and trees will go to- 
gether. Sometimes we hate this restless 
tearing down and hurried building up. 
That house was built to stay but life has 
moved too quickly for it. It is a house 
of memories. We’ll keep our memory 
of it in rose leaves and place it in the 
family album where there are already a 
scented few. 

Mary M. Killiger, '26. 
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“Carvers of Words” 

Since the last issue the Expression De- 
partment feels that its accomplishments 
have been many and varied. On February 
13. the College Seniors who constitute 
the Dramatic Class, presented three one- 
act plays in the College auditorium for 
the Sisters. The following Sunday 
afternoon they' again gave the plays, this 
time for the public. Comments were so 
favorable that they were led to think 
that they might do greater things. A 
Dramatic Club was organized with Miss 
Jo Zelma Smith as director. The next 
question of moment was that of a name. 
From the many suggestions given in it 
was decided to adopt the "Saretc Play- 
ers." which you will readily see is com- 
posed of the same letters as Teresa. 

Our players were not lung lacking en- 
gagements, their initial performance be- 
ing for the Bell Class, March 11. 

Then came the greatest delight of all, 
which made the girls feel that it was 
worth even the tiresome practices, the 
joy and honor of giving one of the 
plays, “Rainbow Gold,” for Father Dan- 
iel A. Lord, S. J„ its author. Father 
seemed very pleased with the Players’ 
interpretation, a delicate task at best, 
and came back stage to personally give 
his criticisms. One of the Players 
apologized for the liberties which she 
feared she had taken with the original 
lines, hut Father Lord assured her that 
they had completely left his memory for 
which the Players breathed more easily. 

St. Teresa College will present Miss 
Lenadore Bass in an Expression recital, 
the exact date of which has not been 
definitely decided. She will be assisted 
by Miss Margaret Mary Cizek and Miss 
Catherine Muehlschustcr who will have 
parts in a one-act play. Miss Muchl- 
schuster will also contribute two vocal 
numliers. 

The Dramatic Art class have quite 
startled the school with their work in 
stage craft. A miniature stage, with 
cyclorama, lights and actors has been 
constructed by some of the members of 
the class and several more are under 
construction. Incidentally, we feel that 
the Dramatic Art class are really dra- 
matizing those words of Emerson to the 
effect that a better mousetrap than our 
neighbor's brings the world to our door, 
for there literally was a beaten path to 
the Expression room Wednesday, the 
first time one of these miniature stages 
was on display. 



One of the Seniors was very prominent 
today through an accident which occurred 
before she left home this morning. While 
dressing she knocked over a bottle of 
perfume, spilling it all over her dress. 
But it was a lucky accident for us, for 
whenever she was wanted, we just fol- 
lowed our noses — and there she was ! 



Sad to say, a Senior was day dream- 
ing in French class. Sister was diligent- 
ly explaining the lesson and in reference 
to the meaning of a word asked : 

"What is that?" 

Our Senior suddenly awakened and 
hearing a car stop in the driveway, looked 
out and exclaimed : 

“Why, it's Con !" 



The Convent Bell 

Ah! if people only knew the stories 1 
could tell, would I be in this old for- 
gotten nook, cracked, and covered with 
dust? Oh no! I am sure 1 would not. 

Oh ! how happy i used to be when I 
could ring out joyously and call the lit- 
tle children in from play : when I could 
peal softly and hear the dear Sisters steal 
quietly toward the chapel. 

Well do I remember one little tot 
who at first did not attract my attention, 
until I noticed that she always wore 
some article of blue in honor of our 
Blessed Mother. Sometimes I would sec 
her coming to the chapel, then again she 
would not. Thus I gathered that she 
was a day pupil, anti only came when 
her class came. One day she came by 
me all alone and crying. 1 longed to aid 
and comfort her poor little heart but 1 
did not know how. This was one of the 
many times in which I longed for the 
power of speech, although usually I was 
glad not to have a tongue for the tongue 
is the cause of so much anguish. 

Again and again she came by, until 
one day in my efforts to try and aid her 
I tumbled off the little table on which 
1 was standing. Coming over to me she 
picked me up and said : 

"Poor little bell, has our Lord for- 
gotten you, too?" 

Then beside myself with surprise over 
her actions and speech, I gave a slight 
tinkle. Then she said: 

"Poor little bell, don't cry, for we 
must rcmemlter that Jesus has many oth- 
ers who suffer so much more than we 
do that He hasn't time to tend to us, 
but He will. Don't worry now for I 
know lie will because He promised me.” 
After this I noticed she came a little 
more frequently and I am sure she did 
not cry very much more, and at last 
she never passed me without petting me 
a little and sometimes she would tell her 
little secrets to me. luit I will not tell 
many of them except a few which struck 
me as being lovely for a child, even if 
they were really fancies. One of these 
times she came to me crying and said : 
“O little bell, what do vou think, to- 
day is my birthdav and I didn’t have my 
birthday dream. Do you think our Lord 
has forgotten me?" 1 did not know 
what to do, I felt so sorry. Soon after 
as one of the Sisters rang me, she re- 
marked. “My, hut this bell is getting 
old and sqtteeky. I shall have to tell 
mother that we need a new one.” 

The next day my little protege came 
again, and this time she looked so happy 
1 knew something had happened. 

“Oh! Little bell, Jesus has not forgot- 
ten either you or me. Last night I had 
my birthday dream and like all the rest, 
it was about the Blessed Virgin, only 
this time she was so much lovelier than 
before. You were there, too, and we had 
the most fun.” 



that I asked a nun in I lack veils to al- 
low me to enter the convent and now I 
know I shall." 

After this I heard nothing of my lit- 
tle girl for about two years, when one 
dav two Sisters stopped by me and one 
said : • 

“Oh! Did vou hear about little M . 

who was with us since she was a child 
of seven?” 

“No. what is it? Was she hurt?" i 

"Goodness no, but yesterday she en- 
tered the convent at Maryknoil and she 
is only seventeen." 

Then I knew that my little child of the 
Blessed Virgin had fid filled her desire. 

Bill ie Bell fori, '27. 



CASEY CO. 

Stationers and Engravers 
Cards and Graduation Gifts 



938 Main St. Victor 3429 / 

Kansas City, Missouri 



Phone WEstport 2153 

Nine Phones Always Listening 

WIEDENMANN BROS. 

GROCERIES AND MEATS 

Westport Avenue at Penn Street 
Kansas City, Mo. 




ICE CREAM 



i ^ j 



Franklin's Finest 



Overland 481 

OVERLAND PARK DAIRY 

Grade A Raw and Certified Milk 



Several years had claused since this 
last episode in my story, in fact my little 
idrl was now about fourteen years old. 
She had. I supposed, forgotten about her 
old bell, but one dav she came and said : 
"Little bell, this is my birthday again 
and I am fifteen tears old. For eight 
'•ears I have bad a birthdav dream of the 
Blessed Virgin, but last night I dreamed 
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J. W. England, Jr., Proprietor 
Overland Park, Kansas 
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From a Car Window 

The 5:15 Santa Fe to Chicago was 
making its five minutes’ stop in a rail- 
way terminal. As I sat in the dining 
car, 1 gazed idly out the window into 
the train on the next track, and curiously 
watched the faces in the windows of the 
adjoining train. 

In the first window was a tired busi- 
ness man seriously studying a schedule 
and rather absently eating his dinner. 
Me was a gray-haired man whose face 
was wrinkled with care and worry. 
Probably some Wall Street broker. 

In the next window a little curlv- 
headed boy and girl were sitting with 
their nurse. The little girl was daintily 
eating her luncheon, but her brother, 
afraid he would miss something, pressed 
his nose flat against the pane. In his 
hand he held a large chicken hone. The 
next few compartments were empty, but 
in the last window an old lady sat at the 
table. She was very simply dressed and 
her face was wrinkled and drawn, but 
out of her pale blue eyes a very kind 
light shone. A negro porter was helping 
her with her meal. But my gazing was 
interrupted by a tug at my arm. 

“Virginia, eat your dinner, and do 
hurry!” admonished my aunt. 

I did, though I found my day dream- 
ing much more entertaining, if not so 
satisfying. 

Virginia Kablc, '27 . 



Chief Characteristics 

Frances O’Brien, blushing. 

Dolores Dwyer, quarreling with Doro- 
thy. 

Eugenia Davis, eating “Eskimo Pies." 

Katherine Peary, getting nervous. 

Marion Snow, playing basket ball. 

Virginia Rice, wearing a boyish bob. 

Dorothy Weldon, talking, talking, talk- 
ing. 

Virginia Groves, painting designs on 
her slicker. 

Margaret Mary Cizek, wearing high 
heels. 

Madeline Dempsey, being homesick. 

Esther Donne!, sucking her thumb. 

Dorothy Donne!, playing a "ukc.” 

Juanita Havel, being a sport. 

Mary Garvey and Helen Walsh, going 
home to lunch. 

Mary Frances Engleman and Hazel 
Robinson, going down town. 

Marguerite Reinhart, '29. 
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Can You Imagine — 

Anyone wanting to go to school. 

A door without a brick. 

Constance Conner weighing two hun- 
dred and fifty pounds. 

Kathleen Sodett playing a bass violin. 

Dorothy Donnell weighing ninety 
pounds. 

Gladys Grouse failing in History. 

Frances Stroub doing the Charleston. 

Clara Kane getting her Caesar. 

Catherine Dever entering the convent. 

Esther Donnell without her thumb in 
her mouth. 



Catherine: The days of miracles are 
over. 

Bertie : Oh, no, they’re not. I read 
an article the other day that set me 
thinking. . . 

Liguorian. 



Juanita to Ruth: "How old is your 

little cousin?” 

Ruth: “She is twenty-four months 

but she looks like a two-year-old.” 



I Wonder 

I wonder why in English 
Term papers must be written, 

And for examples in Psychology 
We come down to a kitten. 

I wonder why in Chemistry 
Experiments are performed. 

Why in History we must tell 

How the Americans were stormed. 

1 wonder why in Music 
There's such a thing as scales, 

And why when we have Finals 
There's one that always fails. 

1 wonder when I'm wondering 
Why my wonders are so true, 

1 wonder when I'm wondering 
Why 1 wonder what I do. 

Bridget Doherty. '27 

Pet Sayings of Some of 
the Girls 

Catherine Dever — Isn't that sad ! 
Lenadorc Bass — Say, listen here. 
Bridget Doherty — Judacious 1 
Dorothy Donnell — Oh, for cats sakes. 
Catherine Muchlschuster — Hot Diggily 
Dog. 

Juanita Havel — Rain on you. 

Thelma Heenan — Boo Hoo, Splash. 
Billy Bclport — For heavens sakes. 
Clara Kane — I wanna go home. 

Gladys Grouse — Oh 1 for goodness sake. 
Kathleen Ritev — My Cow. 

Esther Donnell — Isn't it darling. 
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CRANE-FRANK PAINT & 
GLASS CO. 

Manufacturers of 
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Kansas City, Mo. 
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This Issue Printed by 

Grimes-Joyce Printing Co. 
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It’s a Hard Life 

Dick glanced at the mail on his desk. 
Nothing much. A catalogue from the 
Packard people. 

“Applesauce,” Dick sent the unopened 
catalogue spinning into the waste basket. 

Crossing over to his armchair he 
slouched down into its depths, unlaced 
his shoes and sent them flying across the 
room. 

“Everything comes to him who waits.” 
Uh, huh! Maybe so. He had hoped to 
make a name for himself in football. 
He was still hoping — on the sub bench. 
Now it was the roadster. He wanted 
a Packard or a Jordan, but even a Dodge 
would do. Yet here he was jogging 
along in the Ford. "Jogging” sure ex- 
pressed it. Wonder the contraption 
didn’t fall to pieces— such were the trend 
of his thoughts. 

“Well, son, after that piece of work 
you did this afternoon I think we can 
settle matters.” 

"Just what do you mean, Dad?" 

"Just what do I mean? Why boy, I 
was the proudest man in the whole crowd 
when you raced down that field and 
planted the old pigskin over the line. It 
took me back to the days when 1 wore 
shin guards and a helmet. And say 1 
when the old stadium rocked with the 
cry of ‘Yeah! Bradley,’ I simply had to 
tell the fellow next to me that 'that fel- 
low Bradley’ was my son. How about 
that roadster you've been wanting, son?” 

The roadster! 

"Gee, Dad, that’s mighty fine of you. 
I can't say enough to thank you just 
now, though.” 

Dick awoke with a start. His younger 
brother Larry was standing in the middle 
of the floor convulsed with laughter. 

“Gee, Dad, that’s mighty fine of you. 
I can’t say enough to thank you just 
now, though,” he mimicked. “What was 
the great occasion, Richard, my boy?” 

Dick grinned sheepishly as he directed 
a well aimed book at Harry’s head. 

Pretty tough things — dreams. 

Mary Margaret Savage, ’27. 



An April Snowstorm 

Could it be possible? I pinched my- 
self to make sure I was not dreaming, 
as I sat up in bed and gazed out of my 
bedroom window at the scene that spread 
before me. Everything had taken on an 
entirely new aspect. Trees that had been 
ready to burst into leaf the night before 
were now dressed in an alabaster mantle. 
Dead bushes and plants now looked like 
fairy forms, that swayed gracefully to 
and fro in the sharp breeze. 

The housetops, telephone poles, and 
even the ground was covered with a 
spotless garment of pure white snow. 
Tall pines — picturesquely adding the only- 
color to the scene — stood like sentinels 
wrapped in cloaks of green and white. 
And the sky, but where was the sky? 
For up, up, up! As far as one's eye 
could travel tiny snowflakes were com- 
ing down. Noiselessly, and in a never 
ending stream they came. Silent mes- 
sengers of King Winter. 

Virginia liable, '27. 
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of 
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Willys-Knight Overland 

FINE MOTOR CARS 

Holzmark Motor Company 

25th and Grand 



FOX’S PHARMACY 

Northwest Corner 51st and Main Sts. 
HILAND 5100 



Telephone Hiland 5050 

Expert Marcelling 
Permanent Waving 
Manicuring 

CRE5TWOOD BEAUTY SHOP 

Exclusive Ladies' Shop 

Miss Ethel Atwell 323 E. 55th St. 



Have You a Loan Coming Due? 

DON'T WORRY 

Consult our Mr. Ellfeldt 

For 57 years, since 1868, we have helped 
Kansas City people pay for their homes. 

For details write or call at office, 1400 
Walnut St. 

KANSAS CITY BUILDING & LOAN 
ASSOCIATION 

Telephone Grand 4688 

A. F. Ellfeldt, Secy, and Expert Thriftor 



You will like 

COOK’S 

Paints and Varnishes 

Cook Paint & Varnish Co. 

450 Minnesota 



Gleanings from the History class: 

Pupil looking contemptuously at her 
history book: "In case of fire throw in." 

Would she he the only one to “add 
hooks to the fire?” 
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THE SOUTH SIDE BANK 

39th and Main 

MAURICE J. McNELLIS, President 
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MFG. COMPANY ^ 
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Geo. Muehlebach & Sons 

Grocers 



315 East 55th St. Hiland 6100 

3215-17 Troost Ave. Hyde Park 0290 
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Home Coming Day 

May 2, 1925, witnessed the first home- 
coming day at St. Teresa's. The active 
members worked tirelessly to make the 
day a memorable one, and we can say 
with good reason that its success was 
even greater than anticipated. There- 
fore, we wish to make this day a tradi- 
tional affair. 

The feature of the day was the initia- 
tion of the Senior classes into the St. 
Teresa Alumnae. Miss Margaret Con- 
way, as president, received the new mem- 
bers. The program continued through- 
out the day, and more than once were 
heard cries of joy as one estranged class- 
mate greeted the other. Were you one 
of them? If not, be sure and mark the 
date on your calendar, for your presence 
is necessary in order to secure the foun- 
dation of such an annual reunion. 

Reservations for May 1 may be made 
by notifying Miss Margaret Conway, 
.3110 Paseo. Any help to further the 
success of this day will be appreciated. 



Personals 

Miss Mary Ryan is now connected 
with the Doubleday, Page Book Co., and 
will gladly assist her friends in select- 
ing books of their choice. 

Mrs. Charles PL Berger has announced 
the engagement of her daughter, Helene 
Maurer, to Mr. Benjamin Tyler. Jr. The 
wedding will take place in June. 

Miss Agnes Coornes, '24. received the 
habit of the Sisters of St. Joseph of 
Carondelet. Miss Coornes is now known 
as Sister Anna Marie. 

Miss Annadele Riley, '24. returned in 
January from Iowa University, where she 
received her A. B. degree. 

Miss Helen Miller, '18, is spending the 
winter with her mother in Kansas City. 

Mr. and Mrs. Frank Brccklin an- 
nounce the birth of a daughter whom 
they have called Shirley Ann, born on 
January 19. Mrs. Brccklin was formerly 
Helen Fitzpatrick, ’24. 

Mr. and Mrs. Harry Dierks announced 
the engagement of their daughter, Kath- 
erine Rose, to Mr. Herman Hodes. The 
date for the wedding has not been set. 

Miss Katherine Helm, '24, who at- 
tends the College of St. Mary’s of the 
Woods, spent the Faster holidays with 
her parents, Mr. and Mrs. Win. F. Helm. 

Misses Veronica Allgaier and Kather- 
ine Lynch, who attend K. U., spent the 
Faster holidays with their parents in 
Kansas City. 

Miss Mary Randolph, '25, former edi- 
tor of the Gleam, who is teaching in 
De Soto, Kansas, spent the Easier holi- 
days with her parents. 

Miss Mary Elizabeth Carpenter spent 
a few hours with old teachers during 
February. Mary Elizabeth has ventured 



into the business world and says she likes 
it. 

Willie May Brown and Anna Bird are 
frequent visitors at St. Teresa's. You 
are always welcome, girls. 



Conrad Hug 
Galleries 

High Class Oil Paintings 
Original Etchings Mezzotints 

CORRECT PICTURE FRAMING 

101 1-A Grand Avenue 



Compliments 

of 

GROVES STORAGE CO, 



THE I. DONNELLY CO. 

CHURCH GOODS 

4C8 East Ninth St. Delaware 1384 



Westport 2420 Country Club Plaza 



CRESTWOOD BAKERY 

327 East 55th Street 
Hiland 5396 



CRESTWOOD TRANSFER 

MOVING, STORAGE 

Trunks and Baggage Checked to and 
from Union Station 

Hiland 4744-5 5432-38 Troost 

“Let us do your work” 

Country Club Cleaners 

326 Westport Ave. 

HYDE PARK 2028 

Western Exchange Bank 

900 WALNUT STREET 

“Oldest Bank in Town” 



An Invitation to the Students and Alumnae of St. Teresa 

To make the Sacred Heart better known and loved, we publish, 
each month, “The Messenger of the Sacred Heart," which is 
classed as the most beautiful and popular of Catholic maga- 
zines. 312,000 subscribers receive pleasure each month from its 
exquisite art plates, its interesting stories and instructive reading 
matter. That you may appreciate its beauty and worth, we in- 
vite you to fill out and mail the form below and we will send 
you a sample copy, or arrange at once to enjoy the magazine 
each month for a year by enclosing a one dollar money order 
with your name and address and mail it to us. Do not send 
cash in unregistered letters ; it is never safe to do so. By secur- 
ing five other subscriptions, it will entitle you to receive your 
own copy free for the year, or you may select, for securing 
five subscriptions, an attractive premium. These are listed in the 
advertising section of the Messenger of the Sacred Heart each 
month. 

Messenger of the Sacred Heart. 515 E. Fordham Road, New York, City. 



Name 



No Street 

City State. 
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Bill's Evening Session 

“Where are you going, son?” Mr. Mc- 
Allister's voice rang clearly and emphat- 
ically across the library of his old, hut 
still beautiful English homestead. 

Bill, with overcoat drawn up over his 
collar and hat slouched over one eye, was 
momentarily contemplating an opportu- 
nity to sneak past the wide space of the 
open library doors without being ob- 
served by his father. For hadn’t his 
father told him at the dinner table that 
he could not go out this evening? Thus 
on tip toes, with arms extended in mid- 
air, he stopped short at the sound of his 
father’s voice, nearly losing his balance. 

“Why — er — a — I’m going to stay at 
home now, I suppose.” 

After throwing his coat and hat on 
the hall-rack, he slowly walked into the 
library. He picked up the telephone, hut 
then, on second thought, put it down. 
He walked around the library with his 
hands in his pockets and his head down. 

Mr. McAllister threw aside the paper 
he had been reading. “Now, Bill, quit 
moaning. You've been going out entirely 
too much. For once I am going to put 
my foot down and make you stay at 
home.” With that Mr. McAllister re- 
sumed his perusal of the paper. 

Knowing better than to argue with his 
father, Bill picked up a hook, settled him- 
self comfortably in a big, soft-cushioned 
chair and started to read, although his 
mind was centered on the one thought — 
how to get out tonight ! 

“Billie! Oh Billie! Won’t you come 
upstairs and help me with my problems?" 

Bill's younger brother, Eddy, was al- 
ways calling upon him with the same 
plea of “help me with my problems” un- 
til it seemed to Bill that nothing mattered 
to Eddy except problems. 

"Oh, all right, Ed, I’ll he up in a few 
minutes.” Upon Eddy’s summons, a great 
idea came to Bill. With his thoughts 
rapidly at work on the illuminating idea, 
he remained in the comfortable chair. 
He was seemingly unconcerned about his 
predicament. 

"C’mon, Billie! Won’t you please?" 
wailed Eddy from above. 

"Here I come !" Bill walked out of 
the room and up the stairs placidly. 

Upon entering the study, Bill found 
Eddy seated in the middle of the floor. 
1-argc, white sheets of paper with un- 
comprehendable marks upon them, appar- 
ently his futile attempts at the problems, 
were strewn all over the floor. Bill 
cleared a place and sat down beside the 
young and unsuccessful student. He im- 
mediately began to whisper. He poured 
low and barely audible words into Eddy's 
ear. With wonder-stricken eyes Eddy 
gazed upon his brother. Bill had always 
been his ideal. He was always doing 
things and saying things because Bill did 
and said them. 

"You see,” said Bill, "I promised Emily 
that I would call on her tonight. Jack 
Holiday is going to call on her too and 
I'm determined not to let him outdo me. 
You just do as I say and everything will 
he all right.” 

Bill got up and peered out of the door 
to make sure that no one was there to 
hinder him this time. He crept stealth- 



ily down the stairs, regained his hat and 
coat, which he was able to do without 
being seen by his father, and as stealthily 
crept back upstairs. He must hurry for 
it was already eight o’clock and Emily 
would he expecting him. 

Eddy, all animated, was waiting for 
him at the head of the stairs. Quietly 
they tiptoed to a window that Eddy had 
already opened. A ladder, that had been 
left standing under that window by the 
painters from the day before, afforded 
Bill an easy descent to the outer world. 

Bill's parting words, as he paused on 
the window sill, were, “If father wants 
to know where I am, I’m in my room 
asleep. Mum’s the word, Eddy!" 

Down the ladder he went like lightning. 
Within a few moments he was running 
up the winding steps that led to the 
large, well-designed home of the prom- 
inent Mr. Holden, for it was only three 
short blocks and a turn through the park 
that separated the two houses — 1 should 
say Emily and Bill. 

Breathlessly he asked for Emily. 

"Emily is out this evening," came from 
the maid who answered Bill's inquiry. 
"She and your rival, Mr. Haliday, just 
left for the theatre. Shall I tell her you 
called ?" 

"Well— yes — I mean no — thank you," 
stammered Bill. I-Ie did not know what 
to make of it. It wasn't like Emily to 
do that. He was positive she understood 
that he was to call this evening. It was 
impossible that she could have misunder- 
sti lod ! 

He would not go back to the house 
just yet. Slowly he walked back and 
forth through the park, meditating. He 
walked, it seemed, for hours. "Oh, why 
did she do it?” 

In this exhausted state of mind, he 
rested upon a park bench with his head 
in his hands. The world swam before 
his eyes! He was as if in a daze! While 



sitting like this someone tapped him on 
the shoulder. He didn’t even have the 
energy to look up to see who it was. 
That someone kept tapping harder and 
harder. That someone was shaking him. 
He could not lift a hand to resist! Oh, 
why was his strength failing him ! Why 
couldn't he fight that someone off! He 
finally came to with a start ! “Where 
am I ? Why, father, what are you doing 
here?" His head cleared. “Why, I'm 
home! How did I get here from the 
park. Dad?” 

"Well, how did you get there?" 

Bill related the whole story to his 
father who laughed heartily, at his 
amazement. 

"So that's what you’ve been dreaming 
about? I’ve been trying to awaken you 
for the past five minutes to tell you that 
Emily left word for you to call on her 
tomorrow evening instead of tonight as 
her mother is too ill this evening for 
company.” 

"Oh. Billie! Aren’t you ever going to 
help me with my problems?” wailed 
Eddy. “You promised me a half an hour 
ago that you would! C’mon, Billie!” 
Bertie Forbstein, '26. 



CARMAN SUPPLY CO. 



Laundry and Dry Cleaners’ 
Supplies 



North Kansas City, Missouri 



Electricity Will Do The 
Hard Jobs In The Home! 

Washing, Ironing, Cooking, Clean- 
ing — all become simple and easy if 
you use the electric appliances 
designed for these jobs. A home 
demonstration convinces and you 
may buy on very easy terms. 

Kansas City Power & Light Co. 

1330 Grand Avenue 
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Basketball 

The Windmoor basketball season opened 
with the usual pep and vigor so char- 
acteristic of St. Teresa players and spec- 
tators. The opening game was especially 
anticipated, since it meant a bus ride to 
Leavenworth among other things. The 
team reached Immaculate High School 
with every hope in the world of return- 
ing victorious. We shall not blame the 
bus ride or any overconfidence of the 
team, hut we lost to Leavenworth. In 
spite of defeat, the ride home was a 
memorable one and the rousing cheers and 
smiling faces made happier the way of 
many a weary driver as he passed the 
bus conveying the Windmoor girls. 

A week later, after much practicing, 
plotting, changing of signals, and other 
details so necessary to a team's victory, 
the Leavenworth girls were welcomed to 
the Windmoor gym. Anxious as we al- 
ways are to treat our guests well, we 
gloated as the scoreboard kept adding 
numbers for S. T. A. The scores kept 
close together until the last two quar- 
ters when the baskets made by our for- 
wards raised the Windmoor score to 26 
with Leavenworth only 11. 

Unavoidable delay in starting the sea- 
son reduced our outside games to four 
instead of eight as we played last year. 
Our third game was played at home with 
the Sion Convent. Their players were 
splendid, especially the tiny guard, but 
our well-coached forces proved too much 
of a handicap, and Sion surrendered to 
Windmoor after one of the hardest and 
most exciting games of the season. 

The final plav of 1926 was played on 
March 30 with Sion at the Catholic Com- 
munity Club. For some unknown rea- 
son, the Windmoor team was bested from 



tlie first. Two of her finest players 
were indisposed and thus playing was 
hard from the first. In spite of all 
obstacles, never for one minute did the 
players give in. More timeouts than 
usual were recorded on both sides for 
the closing game, but the contestants 
were scarcely' responsible. The first 
quarter saw Sion ahead and although we 
gained steadily in each quarter, Sion 
claimed the victory over Windmoor. We 
congratulate the winners. 

The 1926 lineup for basketball : 

First team : Thelma Heenan, Kath- 

leen Riley, Marion Snow, Billie Bellport, 
Dorothy Buzby, Juanita Havel. 

Second team: Frances Harrington, 

Geraldine Fitzgerald, Bertie Forbstein, 
Virginia Groves, Madeline Dempsey, Lu- 
cia Berger, Virginia Rice. 

The squad elected as captain Billie 
Bellport and her excellent playing and 
sportsmanship well deserved such a title. 

In all our games we were certain of 
fair co-operation and strict playing with 
Miss Hamer as our referee. We thank 
her very much and certainly hope she will 
be with us next year. 

Ever thoughtful for the health and 
happiness of Windmoor’s girls, Miss 
Canncy, after her strenuous season of 
basketball practice with the team, has 
planned an interesting ten-mile hike on 
April tenth. She will welcome all the 
students who are advocates of walking 
to join the party, but especially those 
who are anxious to secure their state 
letters in June. An interesting program 
has been scheduled for the letter con- 
testants and the honor attached to your 
badge will be well worth the time spent 
in healthful as well as enjoyable exercise. 



A LITTLE CHEER 
Everybody loves cheer and pep and 
everyone here has it. We just needed 
some directors. Therefore the student 
body elected Frances Harrington and 
Catherine Dover as cheerleaders for the 
season. Owing to some changes in the 
team, Frances was obliged to resign her 
role as leader. Juanita Havel proved 
an able assistant to Catherine Dover. 



CLEAN newspaper 
for the whole family. 
All the news when it’s 
new. Best in features and 
pictures. 

*!**!**!« 

The only gravure picture 
section in Kansas City — 
eight pages every Sunday. 

»)**!«»► 

Special women’s page fea- 
tures that make it the 
most popular newspaper 
with 500,000 readers. 

IKattaaa (Eitij 
31mtntal-i$IaBt 

Morning, Evening, Sunday 
15c a Week 




DEALER IN 

Jewelry of Every Description 

Diamonds mounted in late designs, 

Watches, Clocks, Silverware, Cut 
Glass, Silver and Ivory Toilet Sets 

Clem B. Altman 

JEWELER 

HArrison 1097 1107 Walnut St. 
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As the Story Should Be Told 

Jenny Johnson was as homely as they 
make them. She had faded mousey hair, 
supposed to lie bobbed, but which looked 
as though it had never seen a scissors, 
for it hung in loose damp strands nearly 
to her shoulders. Her eyes, a faded blue, 
were always flirting with each other. 
So much for the heroine. 

Now, the hero of this piece was as 
grotesque as the heroine, if not more so. 
He was tall and gaunt, with tiny eyes, 
and a flowing mustache which rippled in 
beautiful waves to his chin. There was 
a large red scar under his left eye, which 
gave him a very extinguished appearance. 

The villain, of course, is next. He was 
a big, fine-looking man, with dark hair 
and beautiful big brown eyes. 

Now we come to the most important 
part of our drama, namely, the vanquish- 
ing of the villain by the hero. This is 
how it came about : 

One damp, rainy evening, Jenny was 
sitting out on the little balcony which 
adjoined her room, watching the moon 
rise, when suddenly in the distance she 
heard a voice singing. She stopped ! 
Looked ! Listened ! Turning, she looked 
through the doors into the dining room 
where her mother and father were argu- 
ing as to whether Warnekc's butter 
bread was better fresh or stale, when 
eaten with White Rose Butter. But 
Jenny could not go in. She felt drawn 
towards the edge of the balcony, whence 
the beautiful and romantic notes of a 
new jazz piece were issuing with such 
loving tenderness. The villain appeared ! 
She called to him softly. 

“Cicero 1” 

“Not so loud, my dear, cautioned 
Cicero, “or the neighbors will hear.” 

"Neighbors!” shrieked Jenny, "you 
know our nearest neighbor is ten miles 
away.” 

"They could bear that croaking voice 
twenty miles away.” 

"Do you really think my voice would 
carry that far?” asked Jenny, very much 
pleased with herself as she had no idea 
what “croaking” meant. 

"Of course, Orange Blossom." 

"Why do you call me Orange Blos- 
som ?" 

“Because 1 have thought of a way for 
us to become united at last. We will 
elope.” 

"Oh. how wonderfully original you arc, 
Cic. No one but you would have thought 
of that.” 

“I know it. Be ready here at twelve 
tomorrow night.” 

"I sure will.” 

With that, they parted. 

There was much hustle and bustle in 
the Johnson household the next day. 
Jenny told her mother of her coming 
elopement and Cicero stopped by in the 
afternoon to spring it on Jenny’s father, 
who was as pleased as a kitten with a 
ball of yarn, and who threw his long 
arms around Cicero’s manly neck and 
wept for joy, promising the couple half 
his kingdom and a piece of limburger 
cheese which he had saved from the 
Revolutionary War, and prized highly. 
Cicero, in turn, promised to be as untrue 
to Jenny as villains usually are, so every- 
one was well pleased. Cicero left amid 



tbe weeping and crying and lamentations 
of Jenny, ber mother, and father. 

But, no sooner had the door slammed 
upon Cic than it opened before the hero, 
who entered, twirling bis cane and smok- 
ing a Camel in a long, blue-handled cig- 
arette holder. 

“Theopolis!” screamed Jenny, clutch- 
ing her engagement ring tightly, for 
Theopolis was a well-known thief. 

“You here, Jenny?” be demanded trag- 
ically. 

"Yes, and I'm going to elope tonight,” 
said Jenny, believing in the truth, the 
whole truth, and nothing but the truth. 

"Here’s hoping that bad luck follows 
you everywhere, and if fortune ever 
knocks at your door, he’ll be frightened 
to death by tbe kind of a car that stands 
in front of your home." 

With that Theopolis turned on his toe 
and striding away down the hall, secreted 
himself in the basement. 

******* 

At one o'clock sharp (an hour late, 
but that meant nothing to Jenny and 
Cicero) Jenny heard a ladder being 
raised and she stepped out upon the bal- 
cony, ready for travel in an evening dress 
of purple crepe de chine, with green, red 
and orange ribbons trailing to the ground. 
The remainder of her wardrobe she had 
flung carefully in an old red pillow case. 

"Ready, Jenny dear?" called Cicero 
from below, and Jenny flung one foot 
over tbe rail. 

Then happened the trifling event which 
changes the whole outcome of this 
tragedy. 

Theopolis, who had all this time been 
exploring tbe cellar, heard a window 
rattling, and wishing to ascertain whether 



it was raining or not, raised the sash 
and extended his arms to the blue sky. 
What followed was a distinct shock. 

Up above, a mouse happened to run 
across Cicero’s foot, which caused him 
to kick the ladder in such a way that it 
came crashing down, just as Jenny leaped 
into space. The result wotdd have been 
fatal for tbe poor girl had not the faith- 
ful arms of gentle Theopolis been wait- 
ing to receive her. And receive her they 
did, but such a surprise was it that 
Theopolis began to run and never stopped 
until he had reached Excelsior Springs, 
where he and Jenny were married and 
lived scrappily ever after. 

Kathleen Soden, '27. 



Have you ever tried McCarty’s 
UPTOWN COFFEE? There are now 
more than one hundred Catholic In- 
stitutions using McCarty’s UPTOWN 
COFFEE — Why? Because it is the 
best Coffee produced and because 
the wholesale price is 43c per pound 
in 50-pound lots, f. o. b. Kansas City. 
Try it and be convinced. 

McCarty Wholesale Grocer Co. 
537 Delaware Street 
Kansas City, Mo. 



SULLIVAN 

THE FLORIST 
304 East Tenth Street 
Delaware 2935 



We Make 

PLATINUM and WHITE GOLD MOUNTINGS 
SCHOOL, CLASS and FRATERNITY 
PINS, RINGS and JEWELRY 

Also 

MODERNIZED WEDDING RINGS and 

SET DIAMONDS UNDER YOUR SUPERVISION 



Green Jewelry Co. 

Manufacturing Jewelers 

EXPERT WATCH AND JEWELRY REPAIRING 



1016 Walnut Kansas City, Mo. 




